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shell-shaped pastries. "Is it true," he asked ChSng Ch'un,
"that your sister made these herself?'*
Ch£ng Ch'un knelt down and said: "Do you think I would
lie to you? Moonbeam spent hours over these few pastries,"
"She did a good work," Po-chueh said. "Look! They are
marked exactly like real shells. The colours, red and white,
stand out ever so clearly."
"My son," Hsi-men Ch'ing said, "when you talk like this
you make me think of her who is gone. She was the only one
in my house who could make them, and, now she is no more,
there is no one here to take her place,"
"I told you some time ago that that does not trouble me,"
Po-chueh said. "One of my daughters is dead, but there is
still another to make such pastries for me. I must say you are
a wonderful man to discover such wonderful people."
Hsi-men Ch'ing laughed until his eyes were no more than
a narrow slit. He slapped Ying Po-chueh and told him not to
talk such nonsense. Scholar Wen said: "Gentlemen, no one
can help seeing what good friends you are."
"Don't say that," Po-chueh said, 'lie is your nephew, you
know."
"For twenty years, Master," Hsi-m£n Ch'ing said, "I have
been his stepfather."
Seeing them making fun with one another, Ch'en Ching-chi
stood up and went away. Scholar W6n put his hand before his
mouth and laughed. Ying Po-chueh drank his wine. It was
Hsi-men Ch'ing's turn to throw the dice. He threw a seven.
For a long time he racked his brains for a verse. Then he said:
"I will give you a quotation from the 'Perfumed Girdle'.
'The Lord of the East will go away, for the pear-flowers look
like snow.' "
"No," Ying Po-chueh said, "that won't do. The word
'snow' must be the ninth. You must drink a large cup." He
filled a cup of wine to the brim, gave it to Hsi-men Ch'ing,
and told Ch'un Hung to sing. "My child," he said to him,
"if one may judge by the number of date-stones in your belly,
you must know more than a song or two," Ch'un Hung sang
another song.
It was getting dark and lights were brought. When Hsi-mSn
Ch'ing had finished his wine, Po-chUeh said: "Your son-in-law
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